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“ FISITING EVERY FLOWER WITH LABOUR MEET, 


AND GATHERING ALL YS TREASURES, SWEET BY SWEET.” 
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to fle THE STRANGER MADE WELCOME by permitting him to share my distress. I told | parent who could have reconciled me to have 
Sat Stary AND HAPPY. him the cause of my present unhappiness — continued in a place where I was shunned and 
"salnty Conctuled & : He caught me in his arms, saying now you despised (by those who were, in the sun-shine 
. c ( nesuded from our last.) : are doubly dear to me; now I cantell youhow | of my prosperity, my warmest friends) for not 
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worthy Mr. Danville, and his amiable family, 
] set out accompanied by my friend the brother 
of my Agusta, and arrived safe at my father’s 
house ; and soon found an opportunity of com- 
municating my wishes to him ; who answered 
me, according to the predictions of my friend, 
with the most chilling scorn. Boy, said he, 
what would you do! my only child, the prop 
of my house, my-son who is to transmit my 
pame to posterity, assails my ears with such 
mean, base proposals? give my consent to 
your marriage with a beggar? At this igno- 
minious efithet, unaccustomed as I was to 
disguise my feelings,my temper lost all bounds; 
answered with equal rancour, at which his 
rage encreased to such a degree that he struck 
me with a cane which he snatched up; at the 
sme time my mother entered the apartment, 
and begg’d for God’s sake to know what was 
the matter; when my father proceeded to in- 
form her, with many bitter reflections on the 
family, with whom I was determined (to unite 
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my destiny. After many entreaties on the part 

SINS of my mother, and endeavours to pacify him, 
d for he left me ; at the same time swearing, that if 
‘Ml did not prepare myself in the course of the 

wuld ol week for the celebration of my nuptials with 
$y Comet daughter of a man of high life, whom he 
Pr. “Ol mentioned as having pass’d his word for that 
ng thea purpose, without my knowledge, he would 
lige HIME disinherit and disowti me for ever. Distressed 
sa as I was at the crue} commands of my father, 
Pis who had taught me to believe that my happi- 
you haiti ness was his only concern, my feelings were 
overpowered and | threw myself ori the bosom 

of my niother, and implored her advice and 
usily ¢@ HE compassion : she could only mingle her tears 
vall of 1% with mine. Forgive me, madam, the bare re- 
sking the collection of the past, produces sénsations 
y and W@ which I can only vent in tears.” I have every 
: WOT reason to believe that my: father’s obstinate re- 
imal * HH solution respecting me preyed upon my mo- 
nd $0 BYE ther’s constitution and ‘bréke her heart. -My 
able: tver dear parent knowing the state of my 
> known heart, and the delicacy of my feelings, shud- 
owallee: B® dered at the idea of my becoming the husband 
of such a woman ag Miss B— Exclusive 

of her being mach older than myself, she was 

ety, once crafty, haughty, and ambitious ; with an un- 
rat work ©OMMon disagréeable person, which contri- 
her whilfm buted to sour and embitter her disposition — 
tied shefm Such was the woman’ my father had made 


st 27" Choice of for my wife ; the thought of which I 

could not endure. I put the rich Heiress ‘and 
Ty fortune with her into one séale, and my 
Agusta in the Other, ‘and soon concluded my 
determination. My resolution being fixed I 
ccame more composed. I ordered my car- 
tage atid solicited my friend to accompany me 
SN ashort ride. It was some minutes before I 
Could ‘commitinicare’ the disiigréeable “intelli- 
fence to him Perceiving’ me tinc¢ommonly 
aSitated hie buge’d I wotld relidve his anxiety 
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sincerely I respect and esteem you ; how dis- 
interestedly I wish to possess your unlimitted 
friendship. I returned his caresses with equal 
warmth, adding that he should never have cause 
to complain of my want of confidence. I told 
him my determination respecting his sister, 
and if she would think me worthy of her or 
not, now my fortune was changed, no other 
woman should ever possess my affections.— 
We proceeded to his, father’s house, at which 
we soon arrived, after relating every particular 
to Mr. and Mrs, ———: Danyille at the same 
time intreating them to give their consent that 
I mightbe put in possession of my greatest 
earthly treasure. He answered me cooly that 
his honor would not do what his judgment 
condemns. I cannot consent to my daughter’s 
being connected with a family who will consi- 
der her as an intruder, and consequently des- 
pise her. 1 made use of all the arguments I 
was master of, but all to no purpose. I re- 
tired to my chamber in a state of mind which 
few have experienced; such ajsudden succes- 
sion of disappointments, such accumulated 
sorrow, did indeed overcharge my heart—lI 
gave vent to the fullness of my feelings: when 
my chamber was opened and. my friend en- 
tered, by the sweetness and tenderness of his 
argument he soothed my mind, and promised 
that I should see Agusta before I departed, 
which it was my intention to do in the morn- 
ing. Tarose early and found Agusta and her 
brother walking in the garden; and I obtain- 
éd her permission to see her again soon, which, 
I did, and in the presence of her brother we 
were privately married. 

Not long after I had been put in possessio 
of my Agusta my felicity was interrupted by 
the melancholy information of the sudden death 
of my mother. Excuse me, madam, I am but 
a child; when recolléction’ brings that event to 
my mind I must vent my weakness in tears. 
O never will thé impression of her last look 
be erased from my remembrance ! how my 
soul is transported when I think in how short 
a period I shall meet her to part no more. The 
person who informed me of my loss was my 
mother’s maid servant: she had brought her 
up from .a little child. She had been uncom- 
monly attached te her mistress: the poor girl 
never appeared happy after. 

She brought me a letter, written by my mo- 
ther a few days previous fo her decease ; it 
contained her blessing and the kindnest wishes 
fer my happiness, and much consoling advice. 
Often; when pressed with the weight of acute 
and painful sensations, have I sought comfort, 
and calm’d the perturbation of my wounded 
spirit, by a perusal of that dear letter. I re- 
écived aléoa casket, containing the miniature 
of my mothet, some’ valuable jewels and ten, 
thousand pounds in money; which the faithful 
girl told mé Wag all my mother: had in, her, 
power to leave me. I had-now Tost my dear 
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making myself splendidly miserable. Theres 
fore I made choice of a place as I thought per 
fectly secluded from all intercourse with my 
former friends. It was a most charming spot 
and quite agreeable to my Agusta, then with 
my two domestics, Jennet, my mother’s trusty 
maid servant, and an old man servant, my good 
old Tobias, who had been my fas: friend from 
my earliest infancy, and still desired to adhere 
to my fortunes. The pleasing idea of my be- 
ing settled comfortably where I should end 
my days in calm repose,was considerably aug- 
mented by the prospect of my soon becoming 
a father ; this interesting consideration gave a 
new turn to my feelings: I was forming dreams 
of future felicity, visions. which heaven denied 
I should ever realize. My dear wife and my- 
self were seated near the house, convers- 
ing on the subject of our future happiness, 
when I found myself suddenly seized upon in 
such a manner by some villains, that 1 was to- 
tally-unable to make any resistanee,as neither 
of them would answer any question which I ask- 
ed, I loaded them with reproaches; but they 
obstinately kept silence ; and in the midst of 
the most terrible apprehensions for the fate of 
my Agusta I was dragged with the utmost vio- 
lence and barbarity to a considerable distance, 
where there was a. carriage in waiting, into 
which I was forced by a gang of the most hardy 
ruffians ; after which they proceeded with the 
greatest speed, for as I could guess, the space 
of five hours, on which they stopt, took me 
out and conveyed me toa sort of vault.or ca- 
vern ; then they unbound me and left me alone 
in indiscribable horror, I had not the most 
distant Conception of the cause of such outra- 
geous proceedings,until after two days absence 
une of my persecutors entered my dungeon. 
I knew that opposition was in vain; I endea- 
‘youred to move him to compassion, but I ime 
plored in vain ; the hard hearted wretch lefime, 
at the same telling me he had my father’s or- 
ders for his actions. At the name ofthat word 
I shuddered, my heart’s blood was chill’d. I 
was cruelly sensible of the horrors of my situ- 
ation. Then was my misory ¢gmplete, the un- 


| protected situation of my ill-fatee wife came 


with redoubled force upon my distracted mind. 
She was left to the maiignity of my enraged 
father, without the Teast knowledge of the dan- 
gers that surrounded ber. How I supporied 
my, wretched existence for the space of three 
years, during which time I was kecpta close 
prisoner, I am unable to describe. 

However, at last with great difficulty f con- 


_ trived to effect my escape, but only to engage 


with a fresh course of sorrow; I soon learned 
the loss Thad sustained in the death of 

ife. Ah madam, how fervently did I wish, 
that heaven, who for some hidden. purpose, 
had thought proper to load me with such a 
succession of calamities, would in mercy re- 


call my soul, and separate it from this world 
of woes. 
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But no, I was a mark for misery, I was the 
sport of fate ; I was a lonely wanderer in the 
world,my cup was not yet full ; I was . Ah 
says my aunt, interrupting him, it is time my 
friend for me to wipe away your tears, provi- 
dence has in store a blessing which will in 
some measure recompence you for your past 
suffering. . 

Come my Lydia, come and embrace your fa- 
ther and reccive his blessing; restore that 
tranquility to his bosom to which he has long 
been a stranger: be the comfort of his declining 
years, and be happy ; for he is truly worthy of 
suchadaughter. Thus spoke that angelic wo- 
man: she had slip’d out of the room, while my 
father and myself were giving most sincere 
thanks to the Almighty, for this happy dis- 
covery. I had found a parent in whom every 
virtue was united. i had the tenderness ofa 
parent in my dear aunt: she entered the par- 
lour accompanied by my nurse Jennet; as soon 
as she saw my father she flew to him, and re- 
lieved her oppressed lieart by a flood of tears: 
she grasped his hand but was unable to speak 
and she pointed to me. I undersand you my 
good Jennet said my father, that child is all 
that is left me; then falling on his knees he 
raised his streaming eyes to heaven and tome 
alternately : never did I see so true a picture 

of devotion ; heaven grant that I may be truly 
sensible of the precious gift it has bestowed ; 
and that I may by my care and attention smooth 
the thorny path of age, and rock it in the cra- 
dle of my affection, is gentle reader, the ut- 
most extent, of the wishes of your friend, 
P. P. 
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ES 
AN IRISH SCHOOLMASTER’S RHETORIC; 


COME hither vid yourself, you little O° Shau- 
guessy, bring your primmer in your hand, and 
your copper in your fist—blow your nose, and 
hold your head up like a man; arrah now, don’t 
be hunting the flies across the ceiling, but cock 
your eye, and look straight at your book. 

You see that letter, which looks for all the 
world like the gable-end of your father’s cabin, 
with a beam across it, now that is called A, au- 
gusee A ;—and that letter, the next door neigh- 
bour, is name-sake to the little jontleinan that 
sucks the flowers, fillsthe honey-pots, and car- 
ries a Jong sting at his tail; that is master B, 
and B stands for blubber lip; arrah now, what 
makes you put out your lip so? Tuck in the 
selvage of your mouth, blow your nose, and, 
hold up your head like aman. The next is for 
all the world like the sign of the half-moon, 
where Judy Maglutery sells ale and whiskey ; 
and that is called C, and C stands for coblers 
or coppers :—And you see that next that is for 
all the world like thé broken handle of a pair 
of snuffers, that is called D, and D stands for 
daughter, augusee blubberlip cobler’s copper: 
daughter :—And the next is called E, which 
the English flats( botheration to them) call EE, 
as they wete two of them. By my soul, they 
may as well say, cheek-handkerchief, instead 
of check-handkerchief, though it was made for 
the nose: arrah, that’s true, blow your nose 
again. ) 

And the next you see, that is like a gibbet, 
with a little plug half way up‘for the hangman 
to set his foot upon,( Heaven bless you, mv dear, 
and keep your mother’s son from the like of 
it, my jewel!) wellthat is called F, andthat 
stands for five :—And that nextis what the car- 


men sdy when they want their horses to go : 


urther, and that is called G. 











And if any person should ask you now, which 
of your hands goes barefoot for want ofa glove? 
you may say H, which is the same as both, and 
stands for horses; and J stands for jockies. 
And now, my little fellow, agusee blubberlip 
cobler’s copper daughter, eat up five ginger- 
bread horses, jockies and all. Oh! mercy 
upon tis, whata devil ofa twist I have for schol- 
arship! Now, my jewel, I’ve taught you one 
third of your lesson, and I'll teach you t’other 
two halves when you have knock'd the first un- 
der your scullap !—So now run home vid your- 
self, before the scalpions ate up the butter-milk 
and potatoes, my jewel. 


inc. eect ae een} 
THE COTTAGE. 


SWEET pliability of affections that takes 
the barb from the dart of misfortune, and 
shapes the mind to its allotment. I have been 
the master of a palace said Horatio, and now 
‘my only habitation is this cottage. Troops of 
slaves in livery then obeyed my nod : now my 
sheep alone are obedient to my call. The 
splendid board is exchanged for the fruits that 
the earth yields to my own labour, and the 
rarest juice of the vintage 1s succeeded by the 
simple beverage of the fountain. But am I 
less happy in this nook, where my ill-fortune 
has placed me, than when I passed my laugh- 
ing youth in the gaudy bowers of prosperity ? 
If am not soothed by flattery I am not wound- 
ded by ingratitude. If I feel not the conscious 
pride of superior life, 1 am not the object of 
calumniating envy : and I ‘am now too far re- 
moved into the shade for scorn to point the 
finger at me. Fears I have none—and hopes 
—there is my consolation, there is the source 
of my joys and the cure of my sorrows, They 
no longer rest on vain and idle fallacious ob- 
jécts—on private friends or public justice ; 
they have now a more durable foundation, they 
rest on Heaven. 





——.- —= 








AN EXTRAORDINARY STORY. 


_ Some years ago, as a gentleman was travel- 
ling from Strasburg, in company with a mer- 
chant of that city, attended by one servant and 
a favourite dog, the merchant became suddenly 
indisposed, and giving his horse to the care of 
his servant, retired among sometrees, which 
grew on one side of the road; upon his endea- 
vouring to remount, the dug seized his coat, 
and held him with all its strength, growling 
and barking in a very uncommon manner.— 
Unable to form any idea of the cause, the par- 
ties were a little apprehensive of the animal’s 
being mad. The master lashed him severely, 
and at length getting from his hold, attempted 
to pursue his route; but the dog not only con- 


| tinued his barkings, but bit at the horse’s nose 


and feet, insomuch that the merchant, who was 
aman of strong paSsions, drew a pistol and 
wounded him mortally. . Upon receiving the 
wound the dog fell, but in a few moments re- 
covered himself, and casting a most piteous 
look at his enraged master, turned back, and 
crawled to the city. The travellers pursued 
their journey for about three miles, when they 
stopped at an inn for refreshment. In attempt- 
ing to discharge the bill, the merchant now 
found that he had forgot, among the trees, a 


_ leather belt, made in the manner of a shot belt, 


in which, according to the custom of travellers 
in Germany, he carried his money ; recollect- 
ing, however, the privacy of the place, and that 
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no other persons had passed the road, he wa 
not in the least uneasy at the event, and pro. 
posed riding back with bis servant to recoye 
his property. His fellow-traveller, not op 
offered, but insisted on returnine with him— 
Upon their arrival at the fatal spot, there | 
the belt, and on it the sagacious victim of fide, 
ity breathing its last breath in convulsions. 4 
spectacle so extremely melancholy, sensgj 
affected the whole party ; but how was the diy. 
tress increased, when the merchant, seized by 
a sudden and violent phrenzy, flew to his g&. 
cond pistol, and endeavoured to lodge the cop, 
tents in his own body, and his companion apg 
servant were obliged to use the utmost force 
prevent him from self-destruction. . Having 
however, secured him so as to prevent the jm. 
mediate fatal effects of in’anity, they returnej 
to Strasburg ; where, notwithstanding ever 
medical effort, the unfortunate merchant in, 
few days died raving mad! 


— ee 
—— 








[The following singular occurrence took place 
the beginning of this month, (Dec. 1813) in thea 
of Ric mom | Virginia ;the narrative of which, » 
use the words of the mayor of that city, “ willl. 
deeply engraven on the hearts of all her cotempor, 
ries and by the historian handed down to the lates 
posterity.””] 


_ The heroine of this story is the wife of; 
militia man, who is now serving his tour of 
duty at Nerfolk. They are poor but respect 
abie persons who live in the county of Hano. 
ver, about 10 or 12 miles from thatcity. Their 
house is near the farm of a Mr. Bootwright; it 
is small, and has but a single room to it—The 
woman is a mother, with an infant about4 
months old. A few nights since she had re 
tired to bed, lonely and unprotected with no 
one but her sleeping infant beside her. The 
night was dark and rainy—the feeble light of 
the fire, alone glimmered in the room. Amidst 
such a scene, so cheerless and full of gloom, 
so well calculated to excite the fears of women, 
she was disturbed by a sudden rap at the door. 
She asked who was there? A gruff and av 
thoritative voice demanded an entrance. She 
again enquired the name ofthe intruder. The 
person without replied, thatif she did not open 
the door immediately he would break it open. 
She begged him to wait fora moment and she 
would let him in.—Having huddled on a few 
clothes and thrown some light wood upon the 
fire, she opened the door, and was surprised 
to find a negro man, a slave of her neighbour 
Mr. Bootwright’s ! She demanded of him what 
he wanted. 
He informed her, with an authoritative aif 
that he had come te sleep with her. Being 
acquainted with the fellow, she replied with 
more eonfidence than she could otherwise 
have assumed, that he must be drunk and out 
of his senses, * None of your airs (replied the 
ruffian) my mind is made up, I will sleepin 
that bed to night, or take your life.” Terrified 
by his manner, made desperate by her situa 
tion,yet determined to yield her life rather than 
submit to his wishes, she yet had courage 
enough to devise a scheme for her escape 
which she carried into instant execution : look 
ing down to his feet, she discovered they were 
muddy—“ Why (says she) you cannot think 
to sleep in my bed with such feet as these; 
you must wash them.” The fellow thinking 
himselfon the eve of accomplishing his wishes 
very readily assented to the terms.—And she 
pouring some water into a noggin, scated him 





in a chair, onthe hearth, with his back te § 
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wards the rest of the room. ‘Stepping back, 
she seized an axe which lay on a table near the 
door, and ere the splashing of the water over 
pis feet permitted him to suspect her intentions, 
she whirled the axe with such tremendous 
effect upon his skull, that he fell dead from 
pis seat. She caught up her child, rushed out 
of the house, and made the best of her way 
through the rain and gloom of the night to her 
neighbour Mr. Bootright. To him she dis- 
closed the terrific events which had just trans- 
pired ; when he replicd in a manner which 
does him credit, “that he was sorry to lose 
such a fellow; but that so far from blaming 
her, he commended the spirit which she had 
exhibited in the defence of her virtue.” Per- 


sons were immediately sent to the scene of 


these transactions when the evidences of her 
heroism were placed before them. Soeceffectu- 
ally was the blow, which he had received, so 
powerfully had her arm, nerved by desperation 
and terror; fallen upon his scull that in the act 
of tumbling into the hearth from his stooping 
posture, his brains had fallen from their cavity 
into the noggin between his feet. 


Wuricty. 


PTTTETETELITIETTLL TIL 





THERE are two members in the house of 
commons named Montagu Mathew, and Mas 
thew Montagu; the former a tall handsome 
man; and the latter a little man. During the 
present session of parliament the speaker, hav- 
ing addressed the latteras the former, Montagu 
Mathew observed, it was strange he should 
make such a mistake, as there was aS great a 
difference between them, as between a horse 
chesnut and a chesnut horse. 





THE following pious fraud lately occurred 
atthe opening of a new Methodistical meeting 
at Bell-Bar, near Enfield,in England. A per- 
son, apparently a gentleman, passing by on 
horseback, and seeing agreat number of peo- 
ple waiting at the doors; after inquiring the 
cause,and understanding it was the day appvint- 
ed for the same, by a Minister from Londen, 
and that a collection was to be made,&c. waited 
until after the service had began, when alight- 
ing from his horse, he went in, and joining in 
the service, ina short time pulled out a purse 
and putting a guinea into his hat, went round 
to the congregation, who influenced by this ex- 
ample, contributed very liberally. Though 
this conduct in a stranger was rather unaccount- 
able, it passed off very well with the minister, 
who imputed his zeal toa sudden conversion 
of the subject; and collections in the middle of 
the service areecommon at conventicles: not- 


withstanding which the surprise of the whole 


congregation was inexpressible, when insicad 
of going into the vestry, they saw the new con- 
vert making towards the door; the Minister 
and others called upon him to deliver up the 
charge, which he refused, saying, “ My breth- 
Ten, freely have ye given,and freely have Ire- 
cetved; ” and instantly remounting his horse, 


Which was an exceeding good one, he left the 
premises ! 





DANGER OF INDOLENXCE. 


The mind is naturally active, and will em- 
Ploy itself ill, if you dont employ it well. Ma- 
§itians tell us, that when they raise the Devil, 
they must find him work ; and that he will as 
Feadily build a church, as pull one down. 








For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


Should the Editor deem the following worthy a place 
in his entertaining and useful Paper, he will give it 
insertion, and oblige A STRANGER. 


CHRISTMAS MORW. 


~ The Morn it breaks ; 
Nor feats of arms does it proclaim, 
But all of Love—a Ged, descending 
From the skies, to ransom and redeem. 





I come, a second Adam—to restore 

By my obedience, that, which Adam first; 
By disobedience lost—to plant anew 

The tree of lite—that tree 1 am the fruit, 
My word—prohibit not—invited all 

To come—to pluck—to taste—once tasted 
is eternal life. 





Thus spake the Son, 
The Father, heard with smiles, 
Angeis, responsive, tun’d their harps, 
And saints, gave judilant their songs. 


Welcome in auspicious morn, 

‘This day, to man, a Saviour’s born ; 
Then, doubts and fears, we'll put away, 
And pass, infestive mirth, the day. 


‘ 4 “44. 
RGoeely Birsenm. 
NEW-YORK: 
SATURDAY, DECEMBER 25, 1813. 
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WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 





A letter from capt. Porter, of the U. S. Frigate Es- 
sex, dated Pacific Ocean, July 2d, 1813, to the Secre- 
tary ofthe Navy, states, that he bad captured eight 
ships of the enemy employed in the whaling business ; 
whose tonnage in the whole atnounts to 2194, navigated 
by 196 men, and armed with 63 guns; and observes, 
that these prizes would be worth in England, two mill- 
ions of dollars ;—that he had armed 8 of the prizes, as 
we stated in our last, to act with him as cruisers. 

The American ships Gardner, Ray, with 500 bls. of 
oil, and the Monticello, Coffin, »ith 1200 bis. both 
from the South Seas, bound home, and the fine British 
ship Policy, with 1700 bls of oil, a prize to the U. S. 
frigate Essex, have lately been captured near home ; 
and a number of coasting vessels, together with the 
Rollo privateer of 8 guns and 80 men, and the whole 
ordered to Halifax. 

A Canandaigua paper ofthe 17th of Dec. says, “‘ we 
learn by officers direct from Fort George, that on the 
10th inst. in consequence of orders received by gen. 
M‘Clure from the secretary of war, that Fort was 
cleared of all moveables, the cannon spiked or thrown 
into the ditch, and the Fort set on Fire and abandoned 
by our troops: snd that the Village of Newark, ex- 
cept afew buildings, was also burnt.” 

Gen. Floyd of the Georgia militia has defeated (the 
fourth victory) with 900 militia and 400 friendly In- 
dians, a body of Creek Indians at their principal town 
on the Talapoosie river, on the 29th of Nov. The 
Creeks had 200 warriors slain, and their town, con- 
taining 400 houses, was burnt to the ground. Gen. 
Flovd’s* loss on this occasion was 11 killed and 54 
wounded, among whom is Gen. Floyd, it is said badly. 

On the evening of the 2d inst. the house of Daniel 
Oliver, a colored man, near Rutland, Vt. was in the ab- 
sence of himself and wife consumed by fire, and Fives 
of their children, between the ages of two and ten years, 
perished in the flames! A similaraccident occurred on 
the night of the 23d ult, at Adams, Ms. wheti the 
house of Mr. Uriah Carpenter was destroyed by fire, 
together with two children, one about 3, the other 
about 2 yeas old. 

The most important business as yet transacted by 
Congress, is the passing a general Embargo Law, 
which is supposed passed that body last week. 

A small building near Albany, employed for the pur- 
pose of making up cartridges, lately blew up by some 
accident, by which three boys were killed and seve- 
ral persons wounded. 








To Correspondents. 
We should have acknowledged the receipt of “ Pxr- 
LADELPHUs” last week, and shall now merely observe 


that we think his lan too coarse and ungram- 
matical for publication <i 


“* ADAM” must excuse us for not giving him a place 
inthe Museum. He will remember that there are 
such things as changes of “ The Moon,” and we fear 
that it was in one of its most inauspicious crises, that 
he “ beguiled his tedious hours.” 


Ruprial: 


MARRIED, 


By the rev. Mr. Marsden, Mr. Ezekiel Hals j 
merchant, to Miss Ann B. Hilton, all of this a 

By the rev. Dr. Kewley, Mr. Horatio Gates Stevens: 
to Miss Eliza Lucille Rhinelander, daughter of Wm. 
Rhinelander, esq. 

_Mr. James Parrand,to Miss Ann Ferres, both of 
this city. . 

By the rev. Mr. Moore, Mr. Sainuel G. Jaques, mer- 
chant, to Miss Margaret D. Bartholp, all of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Lyell, Mr. Thomas Brooks, to Miss 
—— rg both of this city. 

y the rev. Mr. Cook, Mr. Wm. Shepherd; to Mis 
Phoebe Rogers, all of this city. 4 BS ‘ 

By the rev. Mr. Parkinson, Mr. John Hillyer, mer- 
chant, to Miss Ann Maria Fountain, all of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Jarvis, Mr. Robert Kearney, to Miss 
Emily Jones, both of this city. 

By the rev: Mr. Jarvis, Mr. Charles Elliot, to Miss 
Margaret Dougherty, all of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Lyell, Mr. Paul A. Sebbaton, to 
Miss Jane Ann Youle, daughter of Mr. John Youle, all 
of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Spring, Mr. Wm. J. Faulkner, of 
Orange County, to Miss Isabella Bushfield, of this city. 


By the rev. Dr. Williams, Mr. James Calder, to Mrs. 
C. Rathwell. 


Ohituary. 


DIED, 


Mr. Thomaég S. Agpinwall, aged 21. 

In the 53d year of his age, Dr. John Wilson. 

Of a lingering illness, Mr. John M‘Kay, aged 72. 
Mrs. Mary Gilson, aged 85. 


After a long and lingering illnes8, Mrs. E. Cole, wife 
of the late Peter Cole, aged 50. 





— 

















At Trenton, on Sunday evening the 12th instant, 
after a short illness, Mrs. Mary Ann Lawrence, relict 
of John Lawrence, esq. and daughter of the late rev: 
Dr. Henry Waddell, of said place ; a lady of the most 
exemplary piety and amiable manners. 


IF the dread chaos of the silent tomb 

Held fast the spirit in eternal gloom; 

If the soul perish’d with the fleeting breath, 
And shar’d with nature in the pangs of death ; 
If virtue slumber’d in the noiseless dust, 

One common fate for vicious and for just ; 
What tender eye would ever cease to weep, 
O’er the cold earth where Mary’s ashes sleep ; 
What bosom ever cease to throb with pain, 

If Mary’s faultless life were spent in vain? 

If deeds so perfect, piety so bright, 

Were clos’d at last in shades of deepest night ! 
If all was lost in dark oblivion’s wave, 

And no fair prospect dawn’d beyond the grave ? 
But endless praises, oh ! indulgent heav’n ! 
From adoration’s tongue to thee be giv’n; 

For this thy mandate, this thy blest decree, 
The soul that worshipp’d, shall repose in thee. 


_ And when exhausted time proclaims the day, 
That tears from death his tyrannizing sway, 
When Christ shall bend to earth in clouds of fire, 
And wearied nature sicken and expire ; 

When thro’ the world the voice of thunder swells, 
And wakes the tenants of the narrow cells, 
Sounds thro’ the caverns of the yawning deep, 
And breaks the chain of adamantine sleep, 

Mary shall rise immortal from the tomb, __ 
Array’d in smiles, and all a seraph’s bloom; 
And snatch’d by angels to their peaceful skies, 
Meet recompence in bliss that never dies. 
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ESeat of He Viprrses. 
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Communicated for the New-York Weekly Museum. 
ODE TO SOLITUDE, 


HAIL Nymph divine ! within whose sacred breast 
The giddy burst of laughter never ran : 

Whose limbs sedate, in dusky mantle drest, 
Shun the loud turnult of discordant man ; 

Pacing through rugged dells, or forests wide, 

With melancholy musing by thy side. 


Thee Solitude, all hail! and in thy bower 
Remote alike from cares and noisy mirth, 

Where rude luxuriance spreads the uncultur’d flower, 
Wild as the rugged soi! that gave it birth ; 

There, or within, or cave, or grot, or cell, 

With thee sweet lonely nymph would I forever dwell ; 


For there, above the range of low desires, 
The joys of sense, that languish and decay, 
In Meditation rapt thy soul aspires 
Beyond the precincts of its kindred clay ; 
And there, as o’or the splendid scene she flies, 
Sees in uncertain tints enchanting prospects rise. 


Yet not alone doth meditation warm, 
Or joys ideal soothe thy tranquil breast, 
For every passing object bears a charm 
To lull thy soul to quietude and rest : 
E’en slumbers there their opiate influence shed, 
Tho’ rocky pillows rise to prop thy drooping head. 


Fairest the rugged scene to thee appears, 
Where nature triumphs in her rudest form, 
And o’er the barren heath, exulting, rears 
The naked bramble or the shaggy thorn ; 
While to.thy sense the wild-grown flowers assume 
A fresher fragrance there, and there a richer bloom. 


For thee the desert smiles, the owlet sings ; 
For thee the raven tunes his hoarser throat, 
And o’er the sullen gloom of silence flings 
A sweeter measure, and a softer note ; 
For there, upon thy ear harsh discord plays 
Mild as the soothing strain of Philomela’s lays. 


Though oft, sweet Nymph, the giddy crowd appears, 
Wreapt in thyself, a wilderness to thee ; 
Yet will Ihence beguile my fleeting years, 
Where yee unconstrain’d finds allis free ; 
There no dull soul with thee shall sadly stray, 
Wishing in vain to waste the tedious, toilsome day. 


Yor he whom guilt hath bade thy realms explore, 
Nor peace serene, nor comfort e’er shall know : 

He o’er the trackles waste, and wide-stretc’:’d shore, 
Shall find but misery, and shame and woe. 

Hope may he covet, but despair shail rise, 

And nought but anguish there shall ever meet his eyes 


Shut from thy kind protection, he shall fly 
To bustle, noise, and tumult for sees 
Though there he gaily queneh the half-raised sigh, 
And drown a present care in future woes ; 
With thee yet would I gladly roam : eur guide 
Fair innocence shall be, though good or ill betide. 


Oh ! lead me then to some sequester’d dell, 
Where pride and pomp can ne’er deceive me more ; 
Or to the dreary scene, where oceans swell, 
And heaving billows, laves the desert shore : 
There on the craggy cliff we'll fondly lie, 
And listen to the sea-bird’s solitary cry. 


And, as thou slowly walk’st at midnight hour, 
Among the gloomy mansions of the dead, 

Let me with thee partake thy hallow’d power, 
And o’er some friendly tomb recline my head. 

Luxurious woe! which ever to attain 

The vulgar soul may strive, but ever strive in vain. 


If then beneath thy sway no cares annoy, 

No wayward chance can there embitter life ; 
If every fleeting moment hath its joy, 

Unknown to discord, and unknown to strife ; 
Henceforth to live with thee [’ll quick repair ; 
And make my constant home my habitation there. 


_——~=ED -s Ghee 
‘ AN ACROSTIC. 


LOVE i8 but a morning shade, 
Oft decreases with the sun ; 
Valu’d friendship never will face, 
Ere our earthly course is run. 




















REFLECTIONS 
ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER. 


DESPONDING nature droops her head, 
And shrinks before the northern blast, 

The trees their * leafy honors” shed, 
And Autumn’s glory flies in haste. 


From Zembla’s cold and dreary shores, 
Bleak Winter comes with rapid strides ; 
Of storms he brings his various stores, 
And pours them down the mountain sides. 


O, Man! behold the year decay, 

And cast a thought on seasons gone ! 
Thy spirit too must wing her way 

To realms far distant and unknown. 


The fading glories of the year, 
Should Bid thee think upon thy doom ; 
Thou canst not tell the day how fear, 
Which lays thee in the silent tomb. 


Winter may clothe in white the plain, 
And bind in ice the limped stream ; 
But genial Spring dispels his reign, 
And wakens nature from her dream. 
Ah ! when thy morn of youth is fled, 
No second Spring to thee returns ! 
When age with snow shall crown thy head, 
The lamp oflife but faintly burns ! 


a 
' COURAGE MISPLACED. 


AS Thomas was cudgeli’d one day by his wife, 

He took to the street, and fled for his life, 

‘Lom’s three dearest friends came by in the squabble, 
And sav’d him at once from the shrew and the rabble, 
Then ventured to give him some sober advice ; 

But Tom is a person of honour so nice, 

Too wise to take counsel, too proud to take warning, 
That he sent to ali three a challenge next morning, 
Three duels he fought, thrice he ventur’d his life, 
Went home, and was cudgell’d again by his wife. 


QHorasity. 
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ON IDLENESS. 


IF some by birth, others by fortune, and oth- 
ers by profession, seem placed above the ne- 
cessity of manual labour, out of the reach of 
want, and consequently above the pains and 
anxieties incident to narrow circumstances, yet 
this is no breach into the natural constitution 
of things, no real exception to the general rule 
of labour and industry ; for tho’ allare notalike 
destined to daily toil, all alike are destined 
to toil of some kind or other; all working 
towards the common good and answering the 
respective ends of their Creator. It is from 
that visible diversity of gifts, natural as well as 
moral, so beautifully scattered thro’ the differ- 
ent ranks of mankind, that we find them ran- 
ged in different orders and professions; each 
suited to his particular abilities; each requir- 
ing his utmost attention inthe distinct spheres 
of action assigned him; and whose labour and 
toil are as much the portion ofhim who sits at 
the helm, as of those to whose share it falls to 
work the vessel. 

View the man of fortune, dissolved perhaps 
in ease, or sunk in pleasures: one would be 
tempted to pronounce him a character highly 
to be envied for his repose ; but survey him at 
the same time beset witha thousand tempta- 
tions to which that condition of Life is particu- 
larly exposed; his passions charmed by every 
vanity, and solicited by every vice; himself in 
possession of all the means to pamper and 
to countenance them; and generally speaking, 
with ministers enough at hand to gratify as well 
as to excite them. What a continual guard 
must he have upon himself that his fortune be- 














trays him not into luxury and riot, into profane, 
ness and irreligion? Ifsuperior toevery attack 
he preserycs his virtue, and sets down deter, 
mined to make his fortune as diffusive and bepe. 
ficial as he can, what thought will it cost hip, 
to make his public spirit consistent with th 
regards of private @:conomy ; what caution anq 
circumspection to sce at the same time his fop, 
tune is not hoarded avariciously : it be not Jay. 
ished profusely ; what pains must he be at, ip 
looking well to the cultivation and improve. 
ment of his estate, that it may answer all th 
demands of hospitality, generosity, and public 
utility. 

Men in power have also their difficulties ang 
temptations. To be caressed and flattered 
with the compliment of every virtue, is fre. 
quently too much for human weakness or yapj. 
ty not to improve to its own gratification, Ty 
steer through the madness of the people with 
skill and dexterity, amidst jealousy, envy, the 
vices and follies of mankind, to distinguish mer. 
it, without giving offence to good men, and 
to give no countenance to the bad; require 
great knowledge, independence, and experi, 
enc of the world and deserves that acknowledge. 
ment which is rarely their fortune to secure, 

Thus we see every station in life has its anxi. 
eties and its labors; and that no exception 
should arise against this universal law of our 
nature, as the rich and the poor, the seryant 
and his master, the prince and the peasant, with 
the man of letters, have all stations and duties 
to fulfil which may conduce tothe general wel- 
fare of society. 


Ouseedotes, 
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VERY NEAT. 


AT a grand masquerade ball in Paris, in the 
reign of Louis XII. two young gentlemen re 
cognised his majesty through his disguise, 
walking with his arm round the waist of one of 
his mistresses. “It is intolerably hot in this 
crowded room,” said one of the young men, 
«“ | wish we were in a cooler situation, suppost 
we adjourn to the king’s arms ?”’—« No ,” re. 
plied the other, “that will not do, the king's 
arme are full, butif you think proper, we will 
retire to the king’s head, for that is quite empty.” 





A certain Deacon belonging to a church in 
this State, having had the niisfortune to lose 
his wife, attempted immediately after his 
spouse’s exit, to “ strike up a match” with hit 
maid, whose name was Patience. The Priest 
of the village, coming in a short time after, to 
console the bereaved husband, told him hé 
must have fiatience to support him in his 
troubles—Ah ! (said the Deacon,) I have bees 
trying Aer, but she seems to be rather off. 





A REASON. 


A farmer observing his servant a great while 
at breakfast, said, “ John, you make a long 
meal.’’—+ Master,” said he, “a cheese of this 


size is not so soon eat as you think of !” 
i 4 
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